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True wife to you.    You have had the better of us
In secular matters.

HENRY.

Come, confess, good brother,
You did your best or worst to keep her Duchy.
Only the golden Leopard printed in it
Such hold-fast claws that you perforce again
Shrank into France.    Tut, tut! did we convene
This conference but to babble of our wives ?
They are plagues enough in-door.

Louis.

We fought in the East,
And felt the sun of Antioch scald our mail,
And push'd our lances into Saracen hearts.
We never hounded on the State at home
To spoil the Church.

HENRY.
How should you see this rightly ?

Louis.

Well, well, no more !   I am proud of my e Monk-King,7
Whoever named me; and, brother, Holy Church
May rock, but will not wreck, nor our Archbishop